A FEW HOURS AT BENARES.                    135
a keen eye and cunning expression, had no such reason
for following us, as he did, the whole day, and without
much attempt at concealment As we landed at the
Manmenka Ghdt, I had been speaking to Banks, and
uttered aloud the name of Colonel Munro. The Bengalee,
who was watching our boat put in, gave an evident start.
I did not at the time pay much attention to this, but
recalled the circumstance when I perceived the spy
incessantly dogging our steps. He only left us to appear
again, either before or behind, a few minutes later.
Whether friend or foe I could not tell, but that he was
_a man to whom the name of Colonel Munro was not
indifferent was perfectly evident
Our palanquin soon stopped at the foot of a staircase of
a hundred steps, leading from the quay to the mosque of
Aurungzebe.
Formerly the devotees only ascended these Santa Scala
on their knees, after the manner of the faithful at Rome;
but that was when a magnificent Hindoo temple dedicated
to Vishnu was on the site now occupied by the mosque of
the conqueror.
I should much have liked to survey Benares from
;he top of one of the minarets of this mosque^ the
instruction of which is regarded as a perfect triumph
>f architecture. Although 132 feet in height, they have
icarcely the diameter of a manufactory chimney, and yet